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Author's Notes: 

Poorly translated tongue-in-cheek title aside, | feel like | should probably warn anyone who might not be 
expecting it: some stuff in this is pretty (very) gruesome. This is a pretty brief fanfic for Sinä Ritat; | wanted 
to concern myself with whatever happened with the remnants of Alexi's dong as well as his relationship with 
Janne and the result is something l'm pretty proud of but also something that makes me kind of wanna gut 
myself. Special thanks to _MidnightFistfight_ for taking their time to translate and post the fic, as well as 
being okay with me writing a sequel, and Lautturi,the original writer) whereever and whoever you are..you just 


keep doing you boo. 


Alexi would be lying if he said that the smell of warm blood, and the grating sound of unclipped nails against 
the porcelain tub didn't still haunt him; but at the end of the day, it was the shame that did him in. 


The very same shame he got every time he looked into the hospital mirror; body skinny and worn, an unsteady 


ring of scar tissue settled over the base of his cock. 


The memory itself was excruciating, almost out-of-body, the doctors were horrified, the reconstructive 


surgery was worse; the healing process? Well.what could one say outside of that for the first few weeks he 
couldn't piss outside of a tube and when he could it was blood soaked and made him wish he just died in the 
crossfire. 

The imagery was vomit inducing; it made his skin crawl yet it was burned into his psyche all the same. 

But hey, it was functional, right? 

His body healed over time, eventually he stopped pissing out strings of blood and exudate, and could actually 
touch his ruined dick without flinching or gritting his teeth; but he didn't do much of that.in fact, in some sick 
way, he wished it stayed off. He wished it was gone, instead of sitting here like a nuisance, reminding him each 


and every second of that day and what he's done. 


And the pain was still there, the kind that never goes away; the kind that exists yet simultaneously doesn't, 


excruciating, slow, a detriment underneath flesh; a phantom much like Alexi himself. 


He felt it in the middle of the night, lying on the cold plastic bed of the ward, two things; a sex fantasy, and 


the slow run of a razor blade, cutting through layers of resistant flesh. 
It was usually the later, because like hell Alexi deserved good dreams. 


Alexi would wake up, something lodged in his esophagus until it carved open, forcing vomit all over his scrubs 


with a shriek of fear before collapsing in sobs. 

It happened over and over again until the doctors had to sedate him. 

It was unbearable, gnawing; when he finally got access to a phone he had to beg Jaska for Janne's number: 
"You two need time apart-" 

"-Jaska.*please*" he begged, eyes watering at the opposition 

"you don't get it ‘Lex, he wakes up crying at night, he's not eating-" 

"please" 

And the drummer conceded, because in all honesty it was impossible not to. 

The way his voice went high pitched and squeaky, like the world was ending. It was suffocating, so he relented 


He gave him the godforsaken number and hung up as soon as possible; a wave of cold dread ravaging through 


his shoulders. 


And when Alexi finally heard that voice again it was cathartic.. 


"J-Janne?" He expected the line to go dead in an instant, satisfied with just that small connection; the sounds of 


a kettle on the stove, the tv in the background. A snapshot in the life he wanted to live. 
"Allu?" No doubt a mistake. 
"Hey." he said nervously, tucking his knees under his chin as he pulled the phone closer to his ear. 


"Is there something you need?" Janne voice was hoarser then he remembered it being; broken down and 


somber. Alexi wondered if he was the reason, and for a second he was terrified he was. 


"I just wanted to hear the sound of your voice, l'm in a hospital y'know?" Alexi said, humbly soft as he fiddled 
with the cord. 


| know" his voice was gentle and calm 


‘| miss you" he blurted out, biting his lip and waiting for the static that told him that Janne was gone, and this 


time, for good. 

"I know you do" something warm stirred deep in his stomach. 

"Do you miss me?" He tried timidly, biting his lip as he prayed to god he did. 
"Of course | do" 


He wondered if he was lying to him, but decided that it was best not to ponder, just let him soak into Janne's 
light and make himself better that way. 


It was all he needed. 

"LI-" he stuttered 

‘It's late, Allu, you need to rest" he cut off softly. 

‘|| miss you" Alexi repeated again, like it could sew things back together like the surgeon did to him. 
| miss you too" he said, clearer this time. 

"No. no you don't get it, | miss you" he whispered "I'm so, so sorry" 


He was certain that Janne was just fulfilling his role of ‘caregiver’ because in all honesty could Janne truly love 


someone like him? 


He wore his mask, unaware the entire world could see the cracks in its foundation. 


"We'll talk about it later" he said ‘later’ soothingly drawn out and almost teasing, Alexi knew that voice all too 


well. The voice he used when he was crying, the voice he used when he was having drug induced hysteria 
Manipulative yet utterly beautiful. 

"| love you, Janne" Alexi said with a whimper, unable to keep it together any longer. 

"I love you too, Allu" there was a heavy sigh and then call finally went dead, leaving Alexi crouched on a 
leather chair in the middle of a hospital wing. The receiver fell at his side as he looked around; blindingly white 


walls, a tall window showing downtown Finland at night. 


He could feel himself perfectly in that moment, dismembered and grotesque, the nurse tapped his shoulder and 


asked for the phone back, silently he did. 
It felt like he tried to take a step forward, but crashed down anyway. 


-end- 


